(Who Put a Basketball) Thru the Window 


Author: NWesternRockAddict 

Bands: REO Speedwagon 

Characters: Alan Gratzer, Bruce Hall, Gary Richrath, Kevin Cronin, Neal Doughty 
Relationships: A/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Mon Aug 31 2020 16:48:17 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


| must use caution, for Il make a trail 


Author's Notes: 

Can be a companion to "Timeout", or standalone. Heavy cameos by REO's road crew members, who have a 
name for themselves as "Hotel Bill and the Incidentals" (they've got a website of their own, and they are 
hysterically funny). This is inspired by the song title, "Thru the Window", and also, a picture that | added 
dialogue to on Tumblr for kicks (which might serve well to picture part of the scene): 
https://b4.mediatumblr.com/4855fecI5d8febbbe I5bbcOBfacdl/3142082e843c8318- 
a4/s2048x3012/dbbc5TIbe2b40d88baec42ZF5 1b3a5a623b554cabpng Honestly, like "Timeout!", this is not my 
smoothest writing, but it works for a laugh. Written upon getting home from my first few I2-hour workdays, 
and checked for typos. 


CRASH! 


Gary Richrath and Kevin Cronin's hands shot up to their mouths as they gasped in horror at the sound that 
followed the basketball's sudden spike from the tussle that had formed in the middle of the court between 


them and two guitar techs. 


It sailed way up high in the direction of the studio, but nobody had seen exactly where it was headed, until 
they heard it get there. 


Gary was the first to make a sound. 

"OH- NO!" 

Alan Gratzer reached up and grabbed his hair above the nape of his neck as he sucked air through his teeth 
as he looked between Kevin, Gary, and Neal and Gary's technicians -all of whom had been clustered together, 
trying to get the ball. 

"Oh, shit," Kevin hissed. 


"Shhhhl" Alan warned. "Don't say anything-" 


"Don't blow the whistle," Neal's keyboard tech -who went by the road nickname ‘Rollo' -told his pal and 


overseeing engineer, Bub. 
Luckily, it seemed Bub wasn't going to blow it anyway. 
"You all are about to get if," he warned instead. "And it's not Tommy or | you gotta worry about, either." 


"Dont blow the whistle; don't say anything -this game's done." Alan held his hands up. "Nobody out here's 
hurt?" 


Already, Bruce had left the court to get cleaned up after scraping up his forearms a few minutes prior to 
their current predicament quite literally crashing their game. It was just as well for him, or he'd have gotten a 
much harder time. 

"| think we're all okay, but we're not gonna be in a moment," said Gary. 

"| know; that's why | wanted to make sure it wasn’t any worse-" 


The back door of the studio came flying open at that moment, as if on cue, and out came Liz Frye. 


"Alright, alright," she started, already, snarky venom beneath her voice, just begging to embarrass whoever 


would take the blame. 


Behind her, Bruce and Neal slipped outside and walked over to stand with Kevin, Alan, and Gary, curious to find 
out just what they'd seen from inside. 


"Lizard, it's not quite what you think," started Motor, Alan's drum tech, and Liz's parter in crime on the road. 


"For your sake, Motor, itd better not have been you -'cause I'll find out if it was. You know where we live on 
the road; there's no escaping me in the back of the busl" 


Motor sputtered at Liz's wording, and in any other time, everyone else would have readily cracked up. Today, 
Kevin bit his lip hard, and Gary held his breath and looked to the side, trying painfully hard not to laugh and 


wind up in even more trouble. 


"Alright, enough of this playing around. There's a basketball in the kitchen, and ¡Fs left a trail of broken glass 
everywhere. | wanna know, which one of you knuckleheads did it," Liz ordered. "Right now! Who put the 
basketball through the window?" 


Gary slowly raised a hand and pointed to Sluggo, his guitar tech, who had been in the middle of the tussle. 


Sluggo was notorious for being a klutzy bull in a china shop, who sometimes managed to break just about 
everything not involved with guitars and the rigs he looked after. More often than not, if something broke and 


nobody knew how it happened, the damage was pegged on him by someone or another. 
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"He did it," Gary said through a wince, fully aware that while it was unlikely, his own tech could easily take 


revenge on him later. 


Because Liz knew they'd been inside, and therefore, they could get away with it, Bruce and Neal looked at each 
other playfully, before pointing back at Liz with big, cartoonish grins. 


"YOU did it!" Neal curled his mouth up so far to show his teeth that it turned into less of a smile and more of 
a face that a child would make at their siblings. 


"| think it was YOU!" Bruce's smile stayed genuine and mischievous, as he could barely speak through his 
giggling. 


Kevin stepped out in front of everyone and stretched upturned palms out to the side and feigned a comical, 


innocent smile. 
"| don't know WHO did it!" 


Alan winced and sighed as he looked off toward the side of the court, toward the gaping hole in the kitchen 


window. 


What was certain was how big of a mess there likely was inside because of it, and judging by the forecast he'd 
seen on the news earlier, they'd have to do something about it later if they didn't want rain getting in 


"Wasn't any of us," he murmured, despite knowing that was a subjective matter as far as Kevin and Gary 


went. 


"Wasn't any of you boys? Someone did it" Liz looked them over, and then glanced toward the crew. "Let me 
see, Brucester was inside for tripping on his own two feet; Trout was about ready to earn himself KP duty for 
playing around in the kitchen before he came in, so that leaves three of you. Who else was on the court?” 
"Motor, Rollo, and Sluggo." Bub pointed across three of his crew mates. 

"Aw, Bub," groaned Rollo. "Come on!" 


"Hey, I'm in charge, and you weren't in the tussle, so there!" 


"That's alright, | should know better than any of us, Liz is gonna find out one way or another," Motor offered 
Rollo. 


"Oh, there was a tussle, was there? Who was playing on each side?" Liz watched as Motor and Rollo glanced 
toward Sluggo, and Alan tried very hard not to glance toward Gary and Kevin 


"Shit," grumbled Sluggo. 
"Yeah, you're standing in it," Liz warned, much to Neal's amusement. 


"Look, | wouldn't know about on the court," he cut in, "but Sluggo's the klutz and default scapegoat. His entire 
life is standing in shit." 


"It is," Sluggo ceded, knowing he'd catch less grief if he owned that part. 


"Slug subbed in when Bruce had to go in the house, with Gary and Alan. Motor and | were playing on KC's side," 
explained Rollo, finally. "| got in when Tommy had to get off early for that phone call! 


"And who was in the tussle?" Liz stared at Sluggo. "I bet | can guess one!" 


"Alright, alright! Jeez, | get overtaken by the bus mom less than half my size," he moaned. "I was in it, but so 


were Gary, Kevin, and Motor." 
Kevin's eyes bugged "Okay, you see, now you earned yourself the blame for ratting us out!" 


"KC, you're gonna be helping clean up that glass," Liz warned. "And you knew Sluggo was gonna get it anyway. 
Alright, now -someone who wasn't in it. What happened, Gratz-man?" 


"Actually, Kevin was right," said Alan sheepishly. "We really don’t know who did it, exactly All four of them 
were Together, and suddenly, it just flew up and took of fl" 


"They had it over their heads," Rollo admitted. "All of them were smacking it around, trying to get it away 
from each other, and they spiked it. | couldn't tell who got it last before it went way up." 


"| can't tell who did it -we were all just trying to get to it, so we could get it back to our sides. You know, 
Motor and | were trying to get it to Rollo, and Sluggo and Gary were trying to get it to The Gratz, and we saw 
it go up -we knew it was going toward the house -but we didn't even see where it was going. | thought it was 


going over the fence, because | couldn't see it anymore, and then we heard the glass-" 

"Alright, KC," sighed Gary. "Liz has the idea already." 

"By all logic, it was one of the taller ones in the tussle." Rollo looked between Gary and Sluggo. 

Gary mimicked a scowl. "Yeah, right. You're just saying that because Motor and Kevin are on your side." 

"| dunno, Gary, you've got a way with smooth moves on the court." 

"Shut it, Trout!" 

"Well, tough noogies! 

"Enough! Gary, Trout; both of you go to your rooms!" Liz scolded. "Or report for KP duty. Sluggo, you don't get 
the second option, because there's gonna be more broken glass or a smoke alarm going off if | put you in the 
kitchen" 


"Aw, crop." 


"Alright, let's get it over with," Gary sighed, waving it off and heading to walk back toward the studio with 
everyone. "All four of us did it together. We're all in trouble." 


"Clean it up, and you're off the hook sooner," ordered Liz. "You're a knucklehead, but you can be one without 


being stupid" She shot Sluggo a sidelong look. "Although thé klutz here.." 


"Yeah, | get it. /m still the one in the most trouble." Sluggo wrestled the industrial-sized wet-dry vacuum from 
the storage closet just inside the back door, managing to knock over two brooms and the mop in the process 


with a great racket. 
"Uh-huh" Neal, Liz, Gary, and Rollo all in unison 


"Well, shit," declared Kevin, taking a look inside the kitchen at the spray of shattered glass, and the basketball 
sitting perfectly on the back counter, wedged between a knife block and a basket with bananas and oranges in 
it. It had landed on the edge of a bowl of apples, which had flipped, leaving now-bruised apples scattered across 


the counter and floor below it. 


On the counter closer to the window, the ball had obviously bounced at least once, as evidenced by the paper 


towel rack being knocked down, with the roll also on the ground, and several sheets hanging loose. 


Despite their best efforts, Gary and Rollo took one look at the ball on the counter, the apples on the floor, and 
the unrolled paper towels, and cracked into hard laughter, taking Kevin with them. 


5-s-st-st-op! Alan scrubbed his hands up over his face to stop his own laughter and shook his head while 
grabbing his hair again, as Liz slapped brooms into both Gary and Kevin's hands and turned to raise an 


eyebrow and purse her lips at Rollo. 


It was all Gary could do to keep hold of the broom and keep the handle from smacking down on the floor with 
how weak his arms were as he made his way over with Kevin to move the table and sweep up the glass hiding 


underneath it. 


"Shit!" shouted Sluggo, as he almost knocked the toaster off the counter with an overzealous swipe of a foxtail, 
trying to sweep up the glass around it. 


"Damn, Slug, break the toaster too while you're at it!" Gary ducked his head and went to pick up the paper 


towels just as soon as he said it, dodging a warning glance from Liz. 
"Don't take a nap tonight if you have a break," warned Motor, as he picked the apples up and lined them up on 
the counter in order of what was most bruised. "Lizard's gonna sneak in and polish your nails! I'm doomed when 


we get out of town" 


Quite literally having the back of the bus as sleeping quarters did have its disadvantages, despite the extra 


space! 

"I've done it before; I'll do it again!" Liz grinned devilishly, leaning back on the counter and placing her hands on 
her hips. "If | don't get to you, I'll let Motor have the Sharpies, and you know he'll have at whatever of yours | 
won't have to clean up!" 


Motor's eyes lit up as he switched the vacuum on. "Oh, this is gonna be fun!" 


After all, if he was going to sport bright pink fingernails on the first night of the tour, he was going to enjoy 
himself while he could 


And if Sluggo came in the next day with remnants of a drawn-on mustache he got while sleeping on the couch, 
and Gary and Kevin had to follow a maze of Sharpie-scrawled post-it notes to find where their basketball gear 
was hidden, beyond smirks from Neal and giggles from Bruce, nobody spoke of it. 


Especially after Motor rolled in with replacement window glass in the back of his truck. 


Nobody was stupid enough to question getting off easy! 


